LOADING UP

Thus a Badu picking up his cane lying on the sands
between two toes, and leading my pack-camel over to
couch her with a kh kh and a gentle tapping with his stick
behind her knee or over her neck. Another would come to
help him load up, and while the animal bellowed protest-
ingly, they broke into a camel-chant suitably agitato for the
occasion.

Badawin were everywhere loading up and moving off
dismounted, each with the first foot forward, muttering
some pious invocation to the Unseen. The Rashidi formula1
was as follows:

'In the name of God, the Compassionate, the Merciful.
Reliance is in God.
Peace upon the rafiq.
O God!

There is none other, and none equal to Thee.
And no escape from Thy Will.

0  God, by Thy forgiveness

Make easy our path, and guide our rafiq*

To which one of the party would return:
'There is no god but God/

The morning routine was that we walked the first three
or four miles, leading our camels; but I was usually first
into the saddle, except for Bin Ham, a Bait Imani shaikh,
and a doughty warrior among them still, in spite of a leg
crippled by the old bullet wound of a raid.

1 When starting out on a raid, the formula is sometimes as follows: 4God
give to her back* (i,e. his camel's) 'good luck, and guide us so that we may-
return.'
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